The Lady of Rftsto

clear tranquil day, taking the same pleasure in
the colours of the scene as in the jewels of a
pendant or the embroidery of a robe for her
adornment. The heather-covered hills loomed
dark against a sky of turquoise flecked with
white clouds; the river glittered steel-grey
like a sword-blade; and though the sharpness
of the air, no less than the reddening berries
of the hawthorn, spoke of autumn, the beauty
of the scene was such as summer scarcely
could rival.

As Lady Rusco stood watching and waiting,
the sky paled gradually, and then glowed
into a crimson splendour as the sun was
sinking.

At last from out the distant shadows a
cavalcade emerged ; and Mariota descried her
husband, riding with loose rein beside the
river.

After six months' absence she scrutinised
him critically; he was too tall to look his best
on horseback, and he stooped ungracefully.
But beside him on a Spanish jennet rode a
stranger, who attracted her immediate notice,
and who seemed familiar though she could
not recall where or when she had seen any
man like him. He appeared about the age of
Ludovick, younger perhaps; and yet on
second glance she thought he must be older;
for with the suppleness and vigour of youth
he combined the finished ease of maturity.

Lady Rusco descended to give greeting to